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EAGLE IN NEW MEXICO 

by D. H. Lawrence 

Towards the sun, towards the south-west 
A scorched breast. 

A scorched breast, breasting the sun like an answer, 

Like a retort. 

An eagle at the top of a low cedar-bush 
On the sage-ash desert 

Reflecting the scorch of the sun from his breast; 

Eagle, with the sickle dripping darkly above. 

Erect, scorched-pallid out of the hair of the cedar, 

Erect, with the god-thrust entering him from below, 

Eagle gloved in feathers 
In scorched white feathers 
In burnt dark feathers 
In feathers still fire-rusted; 

Sickle-overswept, sickle dripping over and above. 
Sun-breaster, 

Staring two ways at once, to right and left; 

Masked-one 

Dark-visaged 

Sickle-masked 

With iron between your two eyes; 

You feather-gloved 
To the feet; 

Foot-fierce; 

Erect one; 

The god-thrust entering you steadily from below. 

You never look at the sun with your two eyes. 

Only the inner eye of your scorched broad breast 
Looks straight at the sun. 

You are dark 

Except scorch-pale-breasted; 

And dark cleaves down and weapon-hard downward curving 
At your scorched breast, 

Like a sword of Damocles, 

Beaked eagle. 

You’ve dipped it in blood so many times 
That dark face-weapon, to temper it well, 

Blood-thirsty bird. 



Why do you front the sun so obstinately, 

American eagle? 

As if you owed him an old, old grudge, great sun: or an old, old allegiance. 

When you pick the red smoky heart from a rabbit or a light-blooded bird 
Do you lift it to the sun, as the Aztec priests used to lift red hearts 
of men? 

Does the sun need steam of blood do you think 
In America, still, 

Old eagle? 

Does the sun in New Mexico sail like a fiery bird of prey in the sky 
Hovering? 

Does he shriek for blood? 

Does he fan great wings above the prairie, like a hovering, blood-thirsty 
bird? 

And are you his priest, big eagle 
Whom the Indians aspire to? 

Is there a bond of bloodshed between you? 

Is your continent cold from the ice-age still, that the sun is so angry? 

Is the blood of your continent somewhat reptilian still, 

That the sun should be greedy for it? 

I don’t yield to you, big, jowl-faced eagle. 

Nor you nor your blood-thirsty sun 
That sucks up blood 
Leaving a nervous people. 

Fly off, big bird with a big black back, 

Fly slowly away, with a rust of fire in your tail, 

Dark as you are on your dark side, eagle of heaven. 

Even the sun in heaven can be curbed and chastened at last 
By the life in the hearts of men. 

And you, great bird, sun-starer, heavy black beak 
Can be put out of office as sacrifice bringer. 

_Taos._ 
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FIGURE BY OKUMURA MASANOBU 

Poem Two of Five Japanese Prints 
by Arthur Davison Ficke 


Garbed in flowing folds of light, 
Azure, emerald, rose, and white, 
Watchest thou across the night. 

Crowned with splendor is thine head: 
All the princes great and dead 
Round thy limbs their state have shed— 

Calm, immutable to stand— 

Gracious head and poised hand— 

O'er the years that flow like sand. 


from Project Gutenberg's The Little Review, March 1914 


THE OLD WOMAN 

by Ivan Turgenev 


I was walking over a wide plain alone. 

And suddenly I fancied light, cautious footsteps behind my back.... Some 
one was walking after me. 

I looked round, and saw a little, bent old woman, all muffled up in grey 
rags. The face of the old woman alone peeped out from them; a yellow, 
wrinkled, sharp-nosed, toothless face. 

I went up to her.... She stopped. 

‘Who are you? What do you want? Are you a beggar? Do you seek alms?’ 

The old woman did not answer. I bent down to her, and noticed that both her 
eyes were covered with a half-transparent membrane or skin, such as is seen 
in some birds; they protect their eyes with it from dazzling light. 

But in the old woman, the membrane did not move nor uncover the eyes ... 
from which I concluded she was blind. 





‘Do you want alms?’ I repeated my question. ‘Why are you following me?’ 
But the old woman as before made no answer, but only shrank into herself a 
little. 

I turned from her and went on my way. 

And again I hear behind me the same light, measured, as it were, stealthy 
steps. 

‘Again that woman! ’ I thought, ‘why does she stick to me?’ But then, I 
added inwardly, ‘Most likely she has lost her way, being blind, and now 
is following the sound of my steps so as to get with me to some inhabited 
place. Yes, yes, that’s it.’ 

But a strange uneasiness gradually gained possession of my mind. I began 
to fancy that the old woman was not only following me, but that she was 
directing me, that she was driving me to right and to left, and that I was 
unwittingly obeying her. 

I still go on, however ... but, behold, before me, on my very road, 
something black and wide ... a kind of hole.... ‘A grave!’ flashed through 
my head. ‘That is where she is driving me!’ 

I turned sharply back. The old woman faced me again ... but she sees! She 
is looking at me with big, cruel, malignant eyes ... the eyes of a bird of 
prey.... I stoop down to her face, to her eyes.... Again the same opaque 
membrane, the same blind, dull countenance.... 

‘Ah! ’ I think, ‘this old woman is my fate. The fate from which there is no 
escape for man!’ 

‘No escape! no escape! What madness.... One must try.’And I rush away in 
another direction. 

I go swiftly.... But light footsteps as before patter behind me, close, 
close.... And before me again the dark hole. 

Again I turn another way.... And again the same patter behind, and the same 
menacing blur of darkness before. 

And whichever way I run, doubling like a hunted hare ... it’s always the 
same, the same! 

‘Wait!’ I think, ‘I will cheat her! I will go nowhere!’ and I instantly sat 
down on the ground. 

The old woman stands behind, two paces from me. I do not hear her, but I 
feel she is there. 



And suddenly I see the blur of darkness in the distance is floating, 
creeping of itself towards me! 


God! I look round again ... the old woman looks straight at me, and her 
toothless mouth is twisted in a grin. 

No escape! 


from The Project Gutenberg EBook of Dream Tales and Prose Poems 


TURN OUT THE LIGHT 

Joshua Henry Jones, Jr. 


Turn out the light. Now would I slumber, 

I’m weary with the toil of day. 

Let me forget my pains to number. 

Turn out the light. Dreams come to play. 

Turn out the light. The hours were dreary. 

Clouds of despair long hid the sun. 

I’ve battled hard and now I’m weary. 

Turn out the light. My day is done. 

I’ve done life’s best gloom’s ways to brighten— 
I’ve scattered cheer from heart to heart, 

And where I could I’ve sought to righten 
The wrongs of men ere day depart. 

This mom ’twas bright with hope—and cheery. 
This noon gave courage—made me brave. 

But as the sun sank I grew weary 
Till now my soul for rest doth crave. 

Turn out the light. I’ve done my duty 
To friend and enemy as well. 

I go to sleep where things of beauty 
In glitt’ring chambers ever dwell. 

Turn out the light. Now would I slumber. 

To rest—to dream—soon go we all. 

Let’s hope we wake soul free of cumber. 

Turn out the light. Dream comrades call. 
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LONG AGO. 

by Hafiz 


All my youth’s desires are buried, 

Each within its narrow grave; 

Long ago their ghosts were ferried 
O’er Jaihun’s enchanted wave; 

Wild ambitions bright and brave, 
Loves that made me serve a slave, 
All have slipped away like snow 
Long ago. 

Stars in which my youth delighted 
Vanish from the heavenly band, 

And I wander a benighted 
Stranger in a stranger land; 

There is no one left to stand 
By my side or take my hand, 

Of the friends I worshipped so 
Long ago. 

One sweet name of all the number 
Haunts the chambers of my brain, 
One sweet shape disturbs my slumber, 
Loved too well and loved in vain. 
Ah, Lerangis! give again 
Half the pleasure, all the pain, 

That my boyhood used to know 
Long ago. 

These are dreams: I must remember 
That my youthful days are dead, 

That the rigours of December 
Grizzle e’en a poet’s head. 

Gone is gone, and dead is dead, 

And no roses bloom as red 
As the roses used to blow 
Long ago. 

Though my eyes pursue the swallow 
As he travels towards the sun, 

Aged limbs refuse to follow 





Where the fancies lightly run. 

Hafiz, cease, the game is done, 
Life’s fantastic robe is spun; 

Fate marked out the way to go 
Long ago. 

You were passionate, my poet, 

In your manhood’s golden dawn; 
Seized the seed of life to sow it 
On the tulip-tinted lawn; 

Now you sit at home and yawn, 
Withered, grizzled, bent and drawn, 
By the hearth: you scorned its glow 
Long ago. 

What is left? a sigh, a shudder, 

For my past, and for the goal 
Where, a boat without a rudder, 
Drifts my tempest-troubled soul; 
Ah! death’s angel, taking toll, 

Shall I find within thy bowl 
Better wine than used to flow 
Long ago? 


The Project Gutenberg eBook, Hafiz in London, by Hafiz, 1th cent., 
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"THERE’S ROSEMARY" 

by Olive T. Dargan 


O love that is not love, but dear, so dear! 

That is not love because it goes so soon, 

Like flower born and dead within one moon, 

And yet is love for that it comes full near 
The guarded fane where love alone may peer, 

Ere like young Spring by Summer soon outshone, 

It trembles into death, but comes anon, 

As thoughts of Spring will come though Summer's here. 

O star full sweet, though one arose more fair, 

Within my heart I'll keep a heaven for thee 
Where thou mayst freely come and freely go, 
Touching with thy pale gold the twilight air 





Where dream-closed buds could never flower show, 
Yet fragrant keep the shadowy way for me. 
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THALASSA! THALASSA! 

By Brownlee Brown 

I stand upon the summit of my life, 

Behind, the camp, the court, the field, the grove, 

The battle, and the burden: vast, afar 
Beyond these weary ways, behold, the Sea! 

The sea, o’erswept by clouds, and winds, and wings; 
By thoughts and wishes manifold; whose breath 
Is freshness, and whose mighty pulse is peace. 

Palter no question of the horizon dim— 

Cut loose the bark! Such voyage itself is rest; 
Majestic motion, unimpeded scope, 

A widening heaven, a current without care, 

Eternity! Deliverance, promise, course, 

Time tired souls salute thee from the shore. 


The Project Gutenberg eBook, Poems You Ought to Know, by Elia W. Peattie 


QUEEN-ANN’S-LACE 

by William Carlos Williams 


Her body is not so white as 
anemony petals nor so smooth—nor 
so remote a thing. It is a field 
of the wild carrot taking 
the field by force; the grass 
does not raise above it. 

Here is no question of whiteness, 
white as can be, with a purple mole 
at the center of each flower. 

Each flower is a hand's span 
of her whiteness. Wherever 
his hand has lain there is 
a tiny purple blemish. Each part 







is a blossom under his touch 
to which the fibres of her being 
stem one by one, each to its end, 
until the whole field is a 
white desire, empty, a single stem, 
a cluster, flower by flower, 
a pious wish to whiteness gone over— 
or nothing. 


from The Project Gutenberg EBook of Sour Grapes 


XVII. 

by Joaquin Miller 


Old Morgan eyed his men, look'd back 
Against the groves of tamarack, 

Then tapp’d his stirrup-foot, and stray'd 
His hard left hand along the mane 
Of his strong steed, and careless play'd 
His fingers through the silken skein, 

And seemed a time to touch the rein. 

And then he spurr'd him to her side, 

And reach'd his hand and, leaning wide, 

He smiling push’d her falling hair 
Back from her brow, and kiss'd her there. 

Yea, touch'd her softly, as if she 
Had been some priceless, tender flower, 

Yet touch'd her as one taking leave 
Of his one love in lofty tower 
Before descending to the sea 
Of battle on his battle eve. 
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MARY MCNEELY 

by Edgar Lee Masters 


PASSER-BY, 

To love is to find your own soul 
Through the soul of the beloved one. 

When the beloved one withdraws itself from your soul 
Then you have lost your soul. 

It is written: "1 have a friend, 

But my sorrow has no friend." 

Hence my long years of solitude at the home of my father, 
Trying to get myself back, 

And to turn my sorrow into a supremer self. 

But there was my father with his sorrows, 

Sitting under the cedar tree, 

A picture that sank into my heart at last 
Bringing infinite repose. 

Oh, ye souls who have made life 
Fragrant and white as tube roses 
From earth's dark soil, 

Eternal peace! 


from The Project Gutenberg EBook of Spoon River Anthology 


THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS. 

by Thomas Moore 


Oft in the stilly night, 

Ere slumber's chain has bound me 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me: 

The smiles, the tears 
Of boyhood's years, 

The words of love then spoken; 

The eyes that shone, 

Now dimmed and gone, 

The cheerful hearts now broken! 
Thus in the stilly night, 

Ere slumber's chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 





When I remember all 
The friends so linked together 
I've seen around me fall, 

Like leaves in wintry weather, 

I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled, 

Whose garlands dead, 

And all but he departed! 

Thus in the stilly night, 

Ere slumber's chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


Project Gutenberg's The Land of Song, Book III, by Katherine H. Shute 


THE INDIA WHARF 

by Sara Teasdale 


HERE in the velvet stillness 

The wide sown fields fall to the faint horizon, 

Sleeping in starlight. . . . 


A year ago we walked in the jangling city 
Together.... forgetful. 

One by one we crossed the avenues, 

Rivers of light, roaring in tumult, 

And came to the narrow, knotted streets. 

Thru the tense crowd 

We went aloof, ecstatic, walking in wonder, 
Unconscious of our motion. 

Forever the foreign people with dark, deep-seeing eyes 
Passed us and passed. 

Lights and foreign words and foreign faces, 

I forgot them all; 

I only felt alive, defiant of all death and sorrow, 

Sure and elated. 


That was the gift you gave me. . . . 
The streets grew still more tangled, 





And led at last to water black and glossy, 

Flecked here and there with lights, faint and far off. 
There on a shabby building was a sign 
"The India Wharf "... and we turned back. 

I always felt we could have taken ship 
And crossed the bright green seas 
To dreaming cities set on sacred streams 
And palaces 
Of ivory and scarlet. 
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ACCIDENT 

by F. S. Flint 


Dear one! 
you sit there 

in the corner of the carriage; 
and you do not know me; 
and your eyes forbid. 

Is it the dirt, the squalor, 

the wear of human bodies, 

and the dead faces of our neighbours? 

These are but symbols. 

You are proud; I praise you; 

your mouth is set; you see beyond us; 

and you see nothing. 

I have the vision of your calm, cold face, 
and of the black hair that waves above it; 
I watch you; I love you; 

I desire you. 

There is a quiet here 

within the thud-thud of the wheels 

upon the railway. 


There is a quiet here 
within my heart, 





but tense and tender.... 


This is my station.... 


The Project Gutenberg EBook of Some Imagist Poets 


AMOUR 

by Jean Cocteau 

Le coeur, une eponge avalee, 
Effacera la craie du coq. 

La crete en ardoise salee, 
L’ocean y casse des bocks. 
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SOME TUMULTUOUS LITTLE RILL 

by Henry David Thoreau 


Some tumultuous little rill, 

Purling round its storied pebble, 
Tinkling to the selfsame tune, 

From September until June, 

Which no drought doth e’er enfeeble. 

Silent flows the parent stream, 

And if rocks do lie below, 

Smothers with her waves the din, 

As it were a youthful sin, 

Just as still, and just as slow. 
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ADVICE TO A FOREST 

by Mawell Bodenheim 


O trees, to whom the darkness is a child 
Scampering in and out of your long, green beards; 
O trees, to whom sunlight is a tattered pilgrim 
Counting his dreams within your hermitage 
And slipping down the road, in twilight robes; 

O trees, whose leaves make an incense of sound 
Reeling with the beat of your caught feet, 

Do not mingle your tips in startled hatred, 

When little men come to fell you. 

These men will saw you into strips 
Of pointed brooding, blind with paint, 

But underneath you men will chase 
The grey staccato of their lives 
Down a glaring maze of walls 
Much harder than your own. 

And when, at last, the deep brown gaze 
Of stolidly amorous time steals over you, 

The little men who bit into your hearts 
Will stray off in a patter of rabbits’ feet. 

Look down upon these children then 
With the aloof and weary tolerance 
That all still things possess, 

O trees, to whom the darkness was a child 
Scampering in and out of your long, green beards. 
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